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"Stop!" she cried sharply. "No more of that! I won't have
it—do you understand? If I agreed to live with you—if I went
on living with you after I found	"
"Found what} Go on! We may as well have it all out, now
we've begun. This isn't a bad place for you and me to come
to an understanding. I don't know whether I ever told you;
but it was here—by their graves down there—that I first met
Nance, before we found you—and those people—behind the
tent	"
She gave him one startled outraged look, a look from the
depths of her woman's nature. "D.!" she murmured in a dif-
ferent voice, a subdued, weak, unsteady voice, "I never thought
you would speak of that in this tone/'
His face became drawn and tense and his mouth twitched.
"You've never talked freely to me," he said. "You've never
taken me into your confidence. You've kept that for your friend
Jenny. Even now I don't know—I've not the least idea—what's
really going on in your mind. You keep yourself as far from me
as if—as if our room—our bed—our life together, were no more
to you than—than your life with them, before I took you away."
A spectator of this scene would have found it pathetic, the
way in which in her boy's costume she made the little movements
that a woman makes at a moment of stress. She herself was un-
conscious of what she did with her hands, feeling for her pockets,
fumbling at her belt, plucking at the front of her jersey. She
knew him so little that her ignorance closed in upon her self-
pity, narrowing its channel, building a barrier between them.
She didn't even know—since in her self-colloquies she had
got into the habit of assuming that the only bond between them
was his cold-blooded sensuality—why it was that his words,
his tone, hurt her like this, or why beneath her anger and
grievance a strange cold, lost feeling began to invade her heart.
Some deep instinctive assumption she had slipped into with
him, far below her nervous irritations, began to crack and fall
apart, as if that familiar Weymouth Road under her feet had
broken into fissures and yawning crevices.
It never occurred to her to suspect that the sweet exciting glow
about Uryen's interest in her was like the dallying of a rock-
plant with the caresses of the wooing sun—dalliance that was
impossible save for its root in the stone out of which it grew.
Her pride was so much greater than her knowledge, her

